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Most people are familiar with the
story of “Therese Raquin” which was
presonted at the Lansing - Munday “and'

Tuexlay cvenings under the name of
“The Story of a Kis."
A man falls in love with another

man's wife, and the other man's wife
fallain love with him.

The husband ina weak specimen of
humanity and the wife and the lover
take him out bosting, and they contrive
to drown him without exciting suspi
cion.

Then the guilty pair are married.

Conscience gets in Hs work.

They quarrel and while they are dis-
cussing the details of their crime the
mother of the murdered husband ap
pears and overhears the conversation.

SBhe shricks and falls to the Hoor,
stricken with paralysis.

The criminala live in deadly fear that
the mother may recover and reveal
their secret.

Finally she does regain her power of
speech and accuses them,

The man pulls out a dagger and killa
his wife, and then takes Prussiac acid
himsolf and expires while the band
plays.

A nice story, isn't it?

The. French play was interpreted by
the Italian actress, Madeline Merli, and
a company of more or less indifferent
players.

Misa Merli has at least one merit,
that of originality. SBhe is eccentric,
and she is an actress who, under favor-
able circumstances, might achieve con:
siderable success, In one or twoin-
stances her support was quite good.

But the people who witnessed *Llhe
Btory of a Kiss” didn't enjoy the play.
It is morbid, erotic and revolting.
Quilty love is protrayed in the worst
possible guise. The whole thing ia
disgusting.

Very “Frenchy” French novels are
bad enough as novels. But on the stage
they are intolerable.
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“The Limited Mail” drew a very large
attendance at the Lansing Wednesday
night. The play was given a most
through presentation, quite in keeping
with its former . appearances in this city.
The scenic effects, one of the strong
featurcs of this play were very elub.
orate, and the company embraced a
number of clever people,
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Thursdsy night “The Waifs of New
York” was presented to a fair sized
audience. "“The Waifs" suffered by the
fire in Omaha Monday, but some of the
scenery was preserved, and some more
was manufactured, and on the whole
the show, as seen Thuraday night, was
not as badly crippled as migh have been
expected.
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“Incog” waus the attraction ut the
Lunsing last night. Mr. Dickson will
be seen aguin this afternoon and even-
ing.

L

Cuicaco, Oct. 4.—[Bpecial CouRIER
Correspondence.]—At the Auditorium:
Imre Kiralty's master-piece, “Amorica,”
with its gorgeoua pageants and historic
splendor,is still on. Chicago Opera
house: “Sinbad.” Hooley's theatre:
M. Coquelin and Mme, Jane Hading:
The Columbian theatre; Henry Irving,
Bllen Terry and the London Lyceum
theatre company vommenced an engage-
ment at this house Monday evening.
Grand opera house: Hoyt's “A Trip to
Chinatown.” McVicker's theatre: W. H.
Crane in Martha Morton's comedy
“Brother John.” The Schiller theatre:
Felix Morria with his own company.
At the Huymaurket theatre: Robert
Hilliard and Paul Arthur in the new

comedy “The Nominee,” At Havlin's
South Bide theatre: John L. Sullivan |
in “The Man from Boston.," At the
Trocadero: Bandow, and Mrs. Alice J.
Shaw, will be among the chief attrac. |
tions. Buffalo Bill's Wild West show
will continue to present Custer’s Laat
Grand Charge.

T |

Owing to the hard times in l)mwri
the orehestra of the beautiful Tabor
theatre has of late consisted of one |
pianist. The outdoor performances of |
“As You Like It" in Chicago broke |
up with aetors unpaid and general de. |
moralization. Light traffic has caused |
the withdrawal of many railway trains in
the south, and the travelling plansof
theatrical companies are thereby dis
arranged among the one-night towns.
The practice of placing a popular dancer
between the actaof a light or worn.out
play is extending. R. M. Hooley, the
Chicago manager, had spells of hard
fare and bankruptcy in his day. but

in & business way, but has bogun again,
and may probably find favor with ita
beautiful production of “The Foresters.”

Coming Attractions,

At the matinee at the Lansing
theatre today Charles  Dickson will
repeat “Incog”
given as a curtain raisor. To night
“Admitted to' the Bar” will be preson
ted: Thia is an American dramatic
comedy of which the story is us follows:
A young attornoy gaine a fortune for an
illegitimate son, while at the same time
he protects the name of the boy's
mother; although the laws of the state
of Calitornia, in which the jlay occurs,
aro such that maternity i proven, The
difficultios of his position can be better
imagined than described, especially so in
view of the fuct that u claimant to the
said eatate turns up who knows who the
mother is, and threatens to disclose her
name unless certain  compromises a v
offected,
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“Jane” is & screaming farce in threoe
acts, Humor without vulgarity is ite
distinguishing  characteristic.  The
humor is of the kind that causes you to
explode na goon as the curtain rises, and
it keeps you in a state of bubbling
laughter until it enda. When it was
first produced, “Jane” made a favorable
impression. It is remembered  with
pleasure, and on its roturn it will be
welecomed back by u large and enthusias
tie audience,

It will be recalled that a gay young
London bachelor had been living three
years on the interest of an estate be
queathed to him on condition that he
marry. This eatate is in the hands of n
trustee, who pays the young man the
income because the latter has informed
him that he has taken a wife, The
young man is unduly extravagant, and
one fine day the trustes revolves to go
to London and remonstrate with him.
When the spendthrift learns of his
coming he is in & dilemma. He has no
wife, but he bribea the housemaid, Jane,
to impersonate her. Jane hus just been
married to Willlam, the man-servant,
whom she persuades, for financial rea.
sons, to consent to the deception. A
baby is borrowed, and all manner of
devices employed to deceive the con.
fiding old trustee. The fun is fust and
furioua throughout three acts, and
finally explanations are made, and all
ends happily.

Mr. Frohman’s company which isto
appear here will include Miss Jennie
Yeamans as “Jane,” a comedienne well
known for artistic work. Miss Yeamans'
creation of “Jane” is said to be distinctly
different from the many who have en-
acted the role. A new charm has been
added. Among the other members aro
Adolph Jackson, Joseph Allen, Alfred
Fisher, S8chnitz Edwards, Master Joe
Totton, Mise Francis Steven, Maggie
Holloway Fisher, Miss Carrie Reynolds,
and others who have helped to make the
comedy famous, “Jane” at the Lans-
ing Monday night.
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Tuesday and Wednesday Elmer E.
Vunce's realistic comedy drama, “Patent
Applied For" will be presented at the
Lansing theatre. = The story of the play
is on u comparatively new subject, the
struggle for the possession of a patent.
This theme the author has handled in a
very effective and dramatic manner, in-
stead of having the churacters of the

| play make lengthy explanations, en-

deavoring to convey to the audience an
idea of the ingenuity and value of the
invention, as most playwrights would
have been content to do. Mr. Vance in-
troduces & heavy and complicated piece
of machinery in complete operation in
full view of the audience, The com-
pany comprises the following:
Lee, W, C. Holden, Harry Rich, Philip
H. Ryley, Chas. Aldrich, R. Phillips,
Harry Branch, C. Aldrich, H. Rich,
Chas. E. Huntington, Geo. Morrison, H.
French, M. J. McKewen, Geo. Long, M

Fliza 8, Hudson, Little Mabel.
« & =

Hoyt's comedy “A Texus Bteer” will

| be presented at the Lansing theatre

October 13. This comedy, embraving
as it does, some of Hoyt's cleverest
work, enjoys a perennial freshness and
popularity, Inthe hands of the origi
nal company it hus each year been im

‘pruwd until it has become one of the

Tim
purt of

best of its class of attractions.
Murphy is still doing the

\ Maveriek Brander, and most of tlwI

other churactera are in the old hands.
Flora Walsh, Mrs. Hoyt, will be missed,
Her part Boasy, is taken this year by
Alice Evans, who is familiar to most of
the admirors of Hoyt's comedies, “A
Texus BSteer” has drawn a crowded
house at each presentation in this city,
and it will probably draw us well as
ever next week,

The formula of Ayer's SBarsaparilla is

“Salt Cellar” will be |

Willard |

|
| Blackwood, Kate Ovsterle, Edith Talbot, |
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THE HELP THAT COMES TOO LATE.

Tia & wearlsome world, this world of ours,
With (ts tangios amall and great,

Ita weeds that amotlier the -rlulu flowers
And (s hiapless steifen with fate,

But the darkost day of it desolato days
Beos the help that comes too Llate,

Ah! woe for the word that Is never asld
TUL the eat ia deal to hear,

And v for the
Of the ringlng shout of chcer,

l Al! won for the lagunrd foet that troad
| In the mournful wake of the blor,

What booteth help when the heart Is numb?
What bouteth & broken spar
Of lave thrown out when the lips are dumb,
And life's bark drifteth far?
| Oh! far and fast from the alien past,
Over the moaning lar!

A pititul thing the gift tday
hat s dross and nothing worth,
Though I It hnd come but yestorday
It hiad brimmed with aweut the earth,
A fading rose in a death cold hand
That perished In want and dearth.

Who fain would help In this world of ours
Where sorrow ful steps must fall,

Bring help In time to the waning powers
Ero the bler Is spread with the pall,

Nor send reserves when the flags are furled
And the doad beyond your eall,

For baMing most in this dreary world,
With fts tangles small and great,

Ita lonesome nights and Its weary days
And Its struggles forlorn with fate,

In that bltterest grief, too deep for tears,
Of the help that comen too late,

—Margaret

LESTER'S BRAIN.

If & man desires solitude, let him go to
the const line of Suffolk, keeping well to
the souith of the great east const watering
plnces, where the common herd herds, At
the edge of the sea there are vast, uncom-
promising plains of shingle. Behind these
there are marshes tailing off to heather
cind moors. On each rising promontory
there is n fishing village, and some of them
have escaped the excursion trein, At the
feet of some of them the sea sings on unin-
terrupted by the intellectual song of the
negro minstrol,  Vulgur curiosity has not
penetrated to some of thess rural haunts,
and here 8 man may perhaps lead his own
eccentrie life—be more or lesa resigned to
existence in his own eccentric way, without
being questioned over much,

To one of these hamlets Craven Lester
went, keeping in mind the ex-sailor's coun-
sel anent the sea. He wandered on the un.
compromising shingle. Hesat on an old
onk gate and gared out over the marsh
with a certnin patient waiting in his eyes.
One Sundny evening he went to church,
and Miss Marcin Oatville, the rector's
dunghter, saw him without once looking
in his direction. How she did this Is not
our business to inquire. It is only ours to
note the fact and dumbly admire the ways
of maldenhomd,

The next day the old rector, Mr, Oatville,
called. He wan a tall old man, with “a
face like a benediction,” who seemed to
have lived his life in some bygone day and
was patiently performing his dally dutles
in anticipation of an approaching holiday.
He. welcomed Lester to the parish with a
kindly fervor that had no real sincerity in
it and forebore from asking questions,

He explained that he had seen him in
church, and it waaa pleasure to make the
acquaintance of so cultivated aman inas
rural district such as his, where education
wan a thing unknown, and, he added, with
a meaning smile, “undesirable.,” He
glanced nt the pile of books, at the oren

ket of sermon paper and the pen, but

e said nothing and presently took his
leave,

Miss Marcia Onatville was an enterprising
young lady, and in less than a fortnight she
knew all about Craven Lester. She knew,
for iustance, that the inken curse was laid
upon him; that he was never quite happy
without a pen and something to write upon,
He found plenty to write about, but he had

. Bangster in Harper's Bazar.

wanted to read, Finally he told her of the
incident in -Myra's bar, which he vaguely
described as a sort of chub, and she said
that she liked Sam Crozier.

She had a way of leaning forward with
her elbow on her knee and her chin within
ber hand, She had rather wistful, deep
blue eves, with dark lashes, and when she
listened to Craven Lester she looked ina
dreamy way past him—over his head—
through the walls, It was evident that she
liked to hear of this world which he had
left behind—this world so full of men—
young men with hopes and aspirations and
dreams and smbitions and no wives,

! He could hardly tell her too much about

| that world and of the men who formed it, 1
She got to bave likes and dislikes, She

liked Sam Crozier—in fact, in a small,
| subtle way she began to love him, She
| liked Tom Vallisnt. Butshe did not like
the Irishman, and she hated the poet chiefly
beoause he had a bushy beard.

| you begun to write the book?"

They were sitting on a piece of driftwood
~the mainmast of some dead and forgotten
ship—on the beach. He turned and looked
| at ber with something rather like shame in
his deep, reflective eyes,

“No—not yet, [—I have forgotten about
it lately."

Which meant that she had wmade him
forget. She understoxd that and rather
liked it. She knew that he was clever.
| The same unfathomed depth behind hin

eyes which had canght the attention of the
| poet and of the remaining shareholders in
| “Craven Lester's Brain, Limited,” had af-
fected her, This man was not like others,
He was certainly very different from the
coarse young sporting squires of the neigh-
borhood, Marcin Oatville had an immense
respect for liternture, She worshiped |t
from afar—reading everything that per
| colated through to the remote country rec-
tory. There was a certain glory in the
slightest connection with a book—even in
the prevention of ils progress.

“Hut," shesald, with a grave smile, "'you
must start at once,"’
| She made a little movement as if to rise,
| “I think," she went on, “‘that you ought to
| g0 home at once upl begin,”

*I would rather not,” he answered quiet-
ly. 1 am learning. 1 am sonking my
| brain with salt, as I was told to do by the

remained jolly and kindly through it all, | well known to the medical profession, | shareholders,”

and had & half a million to leave at his
death. There is is u probability that

Beerbohm Tree will come to Awerica | and uniformity in the medicine. and the | further. Then Craven Lester
next winter with his Haymarket com- | world's experience for nearly half a | write, and what starvation failed to do the

pany., The Empire's stock company, |
atter playing “The Girl | Left Behind |
Me" uninterruptedly in  Chicago all
summer, is on & tour with that drama.
The company belonging to Palmer's
now travelling, will soon bring out is;
Boston a Pinero pioce, “The Profligaten” |
which is familiar in London but has
never been performed in America. The
Daly company was not vory prosperous
in London last summer, artistically or

and universally approved. The reputa.
tion of the Hirm guarantees excellence

century has fully demonstrated its
value,

Low prices latest atylos
Asuny Croak Co,
The Unlon Pacifie Cheap Kates,

Only 830.00 tirst class to Ogiden, Salt
Lako, Helena, Spokane and Portland
Ore,

For full particulare call at city ticket
offive 1044 O atreet,

After awhile she consented to stay, and

| they discussed the unwritten book, They
met again the vext day and discnssed it
to

irl did. What the cleverest editors in

ondon failed to accomplish Marcin Oat:
| ville aceomplished with those wistful blue
| eyes of hers,

! She knew nothing of writing books, waa
happily ignorant of the troublecalled style
and could not have written s book were it

| to save her life, But she supplied that
which was missing in Craven Lester. She
bronght about the upheaval so much de-

[ sired by the benrded poet,

Marcin Oatville il that suppressed sense
of the dramntic which belongs to o solitary

Clife. She Lad aléo a vivid imagination

'k ol the falnting bead,,

not yet found out what the British public |

——— ——

handad down to her from bygone Hante
villes together with w dainty ;iula aquiline
nore nud the dark blue ayes. She conld
not write a novel, bat she conld const ruct
one with the nherring instinet of an un-
trammeld hoagination,

Bhe kvew uothing of life amd what she
Imanggined it 1o be was 8 mueh finer, more
cnmlc' gvinmder thing than Craven Lester

wew it to be, And it all csse nbont as
the poet had prophesind. . Some one took
Croaven Lester's brain and worked it liken
pwing muchine.  ut none of those men
In Myra's Dare had seemed to harbor the
possibility that the some ohe should be a
Wornmn,

Ve plot was pirtly his and partly herm.
Bhe told him what he had to do with a
gravely possessive little ale, which mude
s heart leap in his breast, nnd he did it
whboa skill and power which nstonished
ber, Ignorant ns she was of such mntterns,

He worked ot It night and day, nod in
less thin two months the manuseript was
sent to the poet, The bushy headed one
and Baniiel Crosler disonssed (6 toget her
In an bnner room behind the red cartalns in
Myra's Bar, while Syea, ocenpled in her
eralt, washed up her glasses und ook no
notlee of them. From these the manu-
soript went to the publisher, from the pub-
Hsiier to the printer with an urgent lettor,
und for 10 days the post took adaily kot
of proofs down to Craven Lester lumm-
ral oxile, The men in London knew that it
Wik ggoud,

Craven Laster sont the proofs back care-
fully corrected. later on ho wrote his
poine neross the back of a very handsome
¢tk and started a serlous banking ae-
count,  But he never offersd o go back to
town.  Myra's Bar looked for him in vain,

Then he suddenly beeame fnmons, Fame
¢ wto himin that strange way of hers
from nowhere and yet from all ways ot
o,
stny,

In the menntime he lingered nt the edge
of the sea, and one day he told Marels Oat
ville that he loved her, He was strangely
grave, anxious, brenthless, Of course she
ought to have seen It coming. DBut some-
how she did not, This was ohielly owing
to that Imagination of hers, She had Im-
agined it differently. It was one thing to
make a1 man write o wonderful book—such
a book ns only comes ones or twice lna
geveration, It was another to marry the
nuthor and settle down intoa humdrum
literary life. She hwl Imngined herself a
second Inconnue to a new Prosper Merl-
mee,  But had the Inconnue married Meri-
mee, where would have been the lettera?

Bhe did not think that she loved Craven
Lester, and she told him wso, but he per
stnded her to the contrary. He argued and
pleaded, and finally she begnn to think this
must be love,
her in this decislon—and a certain presence
of the unexpected in him which was fusci-
nating.

They were formally engaged, and the
Rev, Mr. Oatville was vastly pleased, Ev-
erything was idyllio and sweet and haypy
for several months, and then a friend of
Marcin's chilidhood came home on leave
from Indin. He was a brilllant young staff
officer in all the heyday of that early fame
which is not fame at all. He possessed the
Vigtoria cross and was immensely pleased
with bimself and the world.

The rest of Murein Ontville's story is
pauseatingly old. The man of action was
a pleasant change after the absorbed man

thought. The breezy self confidence of
the child of fortune was exhilarating nfter
a long spell of that thoughtfulness which
in left beliind by one single fallure, Craven
Lester could not stand up agninst this re-
ve f fortune. He was bewildored and
saw Marcin Oatville's loveslipping through

“Oh, bo will be all right,” the young sol-
dier sald, with his lips too close to Marcin's
ear, one evening in the drawing room. *“He
will go on writing his stuffy old books and
will be successful and all that."

He biad tried to read the great novel and
had not eome nnywhere near to s compre-
henslon of it,

“*You are not suited to him a bit, You
would not be happy—you know you would
not,” went on the young officer, who waa
profoundly convinced that the cream of
humanity wears a red coat. *Besides,
what would become of me?'"

That was the question, What would be-
come of him? Marcia did not know, so
she gave in. Neither of them seemed to
think of asking what wonld become of
Craven Loster,

She wrote aud told him. When he eall-
ed, she would not see him. 8o Craven Les-
ter pncked up his things and went back to
town,

He returned to his old rooms, and the
orders eame in, A magazine editor would
b glad to nccept stories of 3,000 words and
upward., Somebody else wanted a novel.
A third would pay handsomely for & serial,

Craven Lester pulled himself together
and bought some more sermon r. lle
| persunded himself that it was nl‘m ght.

i was all a mistake about Marcia Oatville
Ho had npever really cared for her, Poor

“And,"” she saidsudidenly oneday, "“Have | goul! ho came down to thé argument that |

he certainly could not care for her now—
| after her contemptible lack of faithfulness
He went to Myra's Bar in the evening.
There he met the poet and Sam Crozier.
‘ He discussed with them various orders und
| decided which to accept, It was to bea
novel. Aunother great novel, only greater,
He said he had not quite declded what it
should be, Hedid not seem to have any
definite plot to offer for their approval,
But he said that he wonld just shut him-

self up in his rooms and begin grinding at |

it., Hedid not vouchsafe any details as to
the method of working which bad produced
| the great novel, and in Myra's Bar it was
not etigquette to ask questions. Noone knew
tanything of his life during the months that
were pust,  They only saw with their eyes
| andl heard with their ears that he was guite
| wdifferent man. Bat then nothing changes
a man so quickly and so thoroughly as
fame,
| Craven Lester did shut bimself up in Lis
| rooms,  He laid out the sermon paper and
aflixed & new pen in his penholder, but be-
fore beginning to work he sat buck in his
chair and thoughtfully nibbled the end of
the penholder.
In three weeks he camoe back to Myra's
| Bar.
| *Well,"” some one cried, “how is the new
book getting on!""

Hesmiled in his slow, grave way—slower,

| perhaps, and graver,

*Not begun vet,” he replied.

“Not begunt"

“Not yet,”

That was 10 years ago. Since then
Myra's Bar has been burned down and a
pew Myra's built up. * * * Syra-—well,

| Byra bhas journeyed on, as it is written
lelsewhere, 1o the new Myra's Bar, in the

| luner room, you may see Craven Lester any |

| evening at the hour when the failures con
gregate, If uny of them ask about the new
bouk, he will nnswer with a smile that has
Krown miyatic:

SNt began yet,”

Wilson Leonard, the doctor, says that {8

in o slow, ereeping poavalysis of the braio, |

| But the poet, whose bead is almost white
[now, has o thsory of his own.—National
(Ve o

A wolid fame it was, that cuuwtul

His great, deep oyes helped |

hin flugers without knowing how to stay it. |

PHILOBOPHICAL.
An 014 Nogre Wha Theught a Gireat Deal
of Wimeelf.

Old Peto wan a philosopher.  Ho waa de.
seribed to ma anhaving both a retroapective
and philosophical enst of countenance. Tle
had been a soldier, having belon to one
of thoe most gallantly belinved colored regl-
menta that fought in the battle of Fort
Donelson,

The person to whom I am Indebted for
the following dinlogue discovered old Pete
upon the hurrieans deck of & Mississippl
n-;uur. nnd by way of un introduction
snid:

“1 suppose you were in the war, for you
look like a soldier?"

“Yen, sah, | had u loctle taste ob it at
Fo't Donelson. "

“stood your ground, did you"

“No, sl rinned,”

“Ran at the Arat five, did you?"
| “Yans, sah; would bab run soonah if I'd

knowed it was comin.*
“Why, that was not very oredituble to
your conrage, "'
“Massah, wali waan't in my lHnoe. Cookin
wore my perfeashin'
| “Woll, but had you no regand for your
reputationt"
| "Yen, sir; but reputation’s nuflln what-
ever to me by de side of life"
Do you cooslder your life worth more
than other people’s?’
“Wuth more to me, sab."
“Then you must value it very highly."
“1 does, sah, moré dan all dis world,
mo'ah dan $1,000,000, for what am dat to &
| man wid de bref out'n himself? Preserva-
| tlon am de st Inw, sah,"
| “But why should you act upon a differ
ent rule from other ment"
| " 'Case different men has different vallors
on dalr libes. Mine am not in de market,”

“Buat if you had lost it in the war you
| would have bad the satisfaction of know-

ing that you died for your country."

“Wot satisfaction would dat be, massah,
wid de power of feslin gone*"’
| “Then patriotism and honor are nothing
to you?"
“Nuffin whatever, sah. Nuflin whatever.
| [ 'gards 'em s ‘mong de vanities."
| “But it our soldiers had all been like
you traltors might have broken up the
government without resistance.”
| "“Yaas, sah, dar wad been no help fur
i
“Do you think any of your mn:y
| would have missed you If you had n
killed?"
l “Maehbe not, massab, A dead whito man

| ain't much account, lot alone adead uiggah, |

| but I'd mine myself awfully, anl dut was
| de pint wid ole Pete."—Philudelphia Times.
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Bome Apt Replies
The stories told of the ready wit of Mr.
Charles H. Webbare many and amusing.
[ Best of all, they rarely contain any of that
| “sting' s0 frequently found in the repar-
tee of ncknowledged wits,
|  On one occasion when Mr, Evans, re
cently returned from Brazsil, was relating
to Mr, Webb some of his hunting explolts
in that country, where he had bagged
monkeys, tapirs and many other creatures,
\ Mr, Webb asked:
“"Are you A good shot?"
“Oh, I can snuf o candle,” replied the
i traveler,
“I suppose that's why you went out
| there to practice on tapirs,” said the wit
qulietly.
|~ A certain judge, a scholarly man and a
| most brilliant conversationist, who was,
| however, noted as an interminable talker,
sald one day, speaking of Mr. Webb,

It | “There's a clever fellow, a brilliant fellow; |

'! whlt; pity he has an impediment in his
8 y

This remuark was repeated to Mr. Webb

| by an intimate friend. On hearing it be

| sald gravely:

| “There's judge —; be's a clever fellow,
a brilliant fellow; what a pity that he

| hasn't!"

An excellent rebuke is that which Mr.
Webb s reported to have given to his cook
on one occasion,

“You don't think I'll ate with a nayger?"

| inquired that functionary indignantly on !

| hearing that a colored waiter had been en-

“1 don't know,” answered Mr, Webh
quietly. *‘I'll speak to him and see if he
hus any objections." —Youth’s Companion.

All Right.

“My wife will bear witness," said the

risoner at the bar, *that st the very time

am sccused of burglarizing Mr. Smith's
premises | was engaged in walking the
floor with my infant child in my arms, en-
deavoring to soothe it by singing ‘Rock-a-
b,. Baby.' "

*“The prisoner Is discharged,” remarked
bis honor, “He can prove n lullaby!"—
Harper's Bazar,

Encoursging.

The Rector—Well, Mr. Smithers, what
did you think of the entertainment last
night (penny readings and part songs by
the choir), snd my SBhakespearean recita-
tion; did you like itt

Farmer Smithers (churchwarden)—0O-h—

yes, sir, seemin’ly, 1 bain't hesrd no com-
plaints, —Tit-Bits.
Freposterous,
“What's the matter, Brushe?  You look

sad."

1 am sad. 1 decorated a set of soup
plates tor Mrs. Boodelle, and what do you
suppose she does with them?"

“Give itup. What?"

“Uses 'em for soup!" —Life.

Oune on Hubby,
Hushand (wnxiously)— You should not
| earry your pocketbook iu your haunds,
Wife (reassuringly—0Oh, it isn't at all
heavy. —New York Weekly
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'DR. T. O'CONNOR,
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Wons and Fistalan without the use of Kolle,
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TO THE WORLD'S FAIR
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